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The Persian capital is a disappointing place from the tourist's point of view. It is wanting in colour, though nearly always bathed in glorious sunshine, The houses are built of baked mud, an unpicturesque medium, and the streets are very dusty. The Persian population is also uninteresting to the casual observer.
Men of the upper classes wear black frock-coats, but the fez in their case (which they call kola) is black instead of red as with the Turk. No ladies, of course, are seen abroad, as they may not walk in the streets, but through the windows of their closed carriages one gets glimpses of figures shrouded in black, their faces being veiled as with all Mohammedan women. The working population in the streets, men and women, all seem to wear different shades of the everlasting blue cotton, but there is very little about them which is really picturesque.
The beggars (and their rags are often picturesque if a little scanty!) who sit and beg in the roadway, or sometimes take up their permanent abode at one's gates, are an interesting feature of the Teheran streets. We had an old fellow who adopted us in this way. For months he lived in our garden on the house scraps which he begged for daily at the back door. He brought his mattress and his water-bottle and his beggar's bowl, and there he would lie or squat, day in day out, until at last a total eclipse of the sun so threw him off his balance that, taking it as a personal matter, after prostrating himself with tears and rending his already torn garments, he fled before the offended deity resident in the planet who thus veiled his countenance in anger.
The Shah of Persia is the direct descendant of Fath-Ali Shah, and consequently a member of the famous244                   ' INDISCRETIONS'
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